TOM : Mrs. Moonlight, you worship me.
SARAH : Mr. Moonlight, I don't.

[But she rubs the back of his hand against her
cheek all the same.

TOM : Then why, pray, had you the audacity
to marry me ?

SARAH : Pity, Mr. Moonlight.
TOM   (rather cleverly) :   Self-pity,  madam,  is a
disgusting trait.

SARAH (stroking his hair) : How dare you twist my
words, sir ! You know quite well that any girl
with the name of Sarah Jones would readily
make enormous sacrifices in order to be called
Sarah Moonlight.

[He beams at her.

TOM (his voice quieter) : Sarah Moonlight.
SARAH : Yes, blessed ?
TOM (humbly) : I love you.
SARAH : Dear, dear Mr. Moonlight.
TOM : As much as ever.
SARAH : And after five long years.
TOM : As much as the first time.
SARAH : Do you remember the first time ?
TOM : Yes. Do you know the first time ? (She
nods.}
SARAH : I was singing.

[Suddenly she slips from his chair and sits at the
piano. While she sings, her eyes smile at him
fondly.

Oh, for the wings, for the wings of a dove,
Far away, far away would I rove------

A light, slight, clear voice, that draws him till he is
seated on the music-bench beside her. When the last
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